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DAVID's LAMENTATION 
OVER 
94 UL and JONATHAM &c. 


CHORUS 


8IN . ſacred Prophet, the Defeat of "BY 

His bleeding Death, and mighty Iiragl's Fall. 2 
£2 8 Sing holy David, loſt to all K elief,” 33 

W — Deſcribe his flowing Tears, and generous Irie 1 


R E CITATI VE 
Now Saul was by the proud Philiſtines lain, 
„ And David march 'd in Triumph from the Plain, 
When an Amalekite who late had fled, 
(His Garments torne, and Earth upon his Head) 
Approaching David low Obeiſance paid | 
And, to the proſtrate Youth, the Chieftain ſaid - - - 
Whence art thou come? The proſtrate Youth reply'd, _ 
From Iſrael's Camp, once-dreaded Iſraels Pride. = 
How, ſays the Chieftain, did the Battle go? --<- 
Alas! he cries, my Story bleeds with Woe. 


I 


IIrael is s fallen, is undone, 
Part are ſmitten, Part are fd. 3 
Mighty Saul. His darling Son; _ 44 
Both are W d, both are dead. * 
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David rd (ais Soul aflided fore). 1 = 
How know'ſt Thou that the Princes ate no more? * 

The Man rejoyns; -- As late I chanc'd to ſtray 

O''er lofty Gilboas ever-devious Way, 

| Behold Saul lean'd on his oft-lifted Spear, | 

(Chariots and Horſemen thund ring on his Rear.) 

The King looks back, and ſeeing me, he cries, 

Come forward Youth — On (wifteſt Feet I riſe, — 

Artiv'd : — lays Saul, who art Thou ? — Uſe no Fraud! 
J anſwer : an Amalekite, my Lord. 
The King then ſigh'd, as tho his Heart were broke; 


1 peg! d his Eyes, a and thus he 1 en 


* 1 * 


8 wah indulge thy crael 4 . 

To a Prince with Grief oppreſt : | 5 : 
1 my Boſom ſheathe thy Blade; 150 
Pierce my 1 and £790 me 3 


RE CITATIV E. 


Seeing the King thus tortur'd. in his Mind, 
| To caſe his crouding Woes I ſoon inclin'd, 
Knowing that his great Soul cou'd ne'er ſurvive 6 
This Overthrow, and with Afflictions ftrive.—— 4 
1 now advance, irreſolutely-flow, 1 
Afraid, and yet reſolvd, to ſtrike the Blow. Hh 
My Hand's congeal'd.— He cries : Act well thy Part 
Amaz d! — 1 ſend the Dagger to his Heart. 
Trembling, I trip the Coarſe ; then, inſtant, flee, 
d thus devote the wennn Spoils to Thee. I 


4 


£0 


Struck as with Thunder, David rends his Clothes, 
And calls for Vengeance on th inſulting Foes. 
His Men are mov'd, with Sighs their Boſoms heave 3 


' For Saul, fo fo 7 Jonathan they faſt, they weep . 


(5) 
A 1 . 


Take this Bracelet, deck thine ow, 

_  Saul's it never more will bind. 

Take this Crown, that 9 Charm 
20 4 Fhrone- a Mir 5 lind. 


RECITATIVE 


Silent they wes and humbly faſt till Eve. | 
"0 H o R U * * 


For Iſrael's Houſe their Sighs no Meaſure keep 
For God's own People ceaſeleſs Anguiſh . 
Cauſe all are fall n o the 2 cel. —b 


REC II A 1 cvs. 
Says David, whence art Thou 1 The Youth g 1 2 


Im an Amaleſite, a Stranger's Son.- 
Ah! {cries the Ong) Wretch ! what haſt Thou done 13 


4 Lk 


How cou Conſcience hu ſh her Sei ings, 

When thou temptedſt to deſtroy In 1 

Code Anointed, chief 5 Kings, WE, | 

Saul, who form d 4 Nation's Foy? 1 1 
= | os RE CTL. 


ee — 


Hie ſmote the Regicide, he fell : he died. 


(6y 
NX 0 T A -T . v E 
Then David the Amalekite ſurvey'd ; 


 Look'd penſive round, and to a young Man ſaid, 


Advance: unſheathe thy Sword. The Man obey d. 
Plunge, plunge it deep, cry'd David, in his Se 


The Chieftain then : — Thy Blood be on thy Head, 
For Thou a Monarch's ſacred Blood haft ſhed, 


As thine own Lips now teſtify'd too plain, 


Saying, the Lord's Anointed I have ſlain. --- 


Here David, fix'd in Grief, with humid Eyes, 


Oer Saul and Jonathan thus breath'd his Sighs. b 


D U E r. 


Sad Iſrael! thy Beauty's Pride, * 
On you high Mountain bleeding lies. 85 
How have the mighty Warriors died | 
No Weepeng FLA 40 eſe their E Jes. 


RECI T ATIY E. 


Never, O never! let this Guilt be known 
In Gath, nor ſpread in ſcoffing Askalon ; 
Leſt the Philiſtine Daughters lift their Voice, 


The Daughters of th' Uncircumcis d rejoyce. 


n 


On Thee, Mount Gilboa, May nor Dews, 
Nor quick ning Rain from Heaven be ſhed ; 
To feed thy . to cheer thy Views: 

Nor Fields of ane grace thy Head. 


(7) 


For, on thy Steep, the Shield of Saul, 
Of mighty Saul is caſt away, 

As 1ho' he'd not been crown d with Oil, 
Nor 11798 4 oy Heav'n's Plau Ray 4 


RECITATIVE. 


*. The Bow which Jonathan ſo ſtrongly drew, 


« Diſcharg'd ſure Death, which ſwift as Lightning flew ; 


« Wherc'er the Splendors of his Faulchion play'd, 
« Rank fell on Rank, and all were breathleſs laid. 
« His Bow, his Sword, immortal Dangers ſought, 


And conquer'd 'em, cauſe they for 1/rael fought.--- 


« Father and Son poſſeſs'd each other's Mind, 

So ſweet a Harmony their Souls combin'd : 

_ & This in the ſtrongeſt Friendſhips had been try'd, 

„ de trons. Death! iron Hand cou'd neer divide. — 

« In manly Exerciſes both exccll'd, ; 
And with like Force a Combatant repell d. 

& Swifter than Eagles when they dart their Way; 

M0 * Than Lions Qronger, when they fight for Prey. 


cHo R U 8. 


Daughters of Iſrael, weep oer Saul, 
Nido cloath'd You in the brighteſt Dyes. ; 

With Sighs on Sighs bemoan his Fall, : 
IWioſe Smile was Glory to your Eyes. 


« IWeep over his Urn wheſe deareſt Care 
Mas to improve the op ning Mind; 
= « To make Jou virtuous as you're fair, 


. . be 25 Hau of Au Kind. 


. The 1 Lines comma'd, are leſt cut in the Muſick. 
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l 5 aalen .o how aa 
5 Vu 54 wild Horrors of 
Jonat ham! ſa,cruel wa 
All. Iſtael bled when it 
My Soul, young Prince, is. 
For thine, +00} often, was liſtrels'd” r 
Thy pleafing Conyetſe charm' d my Woes to Reſt, 
And wak d; the ſweeteſt Tränſports in my Breaſt. 
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Not the fond Love of An dnt pine Fo 


